TO THE WEST RIDING

and monstrous cross-purposes, by old men gobbling and
roaring in clubs, by diplomats working underground
like monocled moles, by journalists wanting a good
story, by hysterical women waving flags, by grumbling
debenture-holders, by strong silent be-ribboned asses, by
fear or apathy or downright lack of imagination. I saw
a certain War Memorial not long ago ; and it was a
fine obelisk, carefully flood-lit after dark. On one side
it said Their Name Livethfor Evermore ; and on the other
side it said Lest We Forget. The same old muddle, you
see : reaching down to the very grave, the mouldering
bones. ...

Several of us had arranged with the secretary to see
that original members of the battalion to whom the
price of the dinner was prohibitive were provided with
free tickets. But this, he told me, had not worked very
well; and my old platoon comrades confirmed this,
too, when I asked about one or two men. They were so
poor, these fellows, that they said they could not attend
the dinner even if provided with free tickets because
they felt that their clothes were not good enough. They
ought to have known that they would have been welcome
in the sorriest rags ; but their pride would not allow
them to come. (It was not a question of evening
clothes ; this dinner was largely for ordinary working
men.) I did not like to think then how bad their
clothes, their whole circumstances, were : it is not,
indeed, a pleasant subject. They were with us, swinging
along while the women and old men cheered, in that
early battalion of Kitchener's New Army, were with us
when kings, statesmen, general officers, all reviewed us,
when the crowds threw flowers, blessed us, cried over
us ; and then they stood in the mud and water,
scrambled through the broken strands of barbed wire,
saw the sky darken and the earth open with red-hot
steel, and came back as official heroes and also as
young-old workmen wanting to pick up their jobs and
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